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every gentle crackle of sound, at every fresh
miracle of blue and gold she murmured, her hands
tightly clasped. She forgot everything and every-
one in that beauty. A star hurst, and showers of
silver flecked the sky.

She sprang up and ran to the Lake edge.
Others were crowding there, and she stood with
them, her head bare, gazing upwards* Three
rockets burst together^ and the sky was scattered
with stars* * Bravo! * * Bravo! * * Bravo i ' everyone
shouted. She clapped her hands; everyone was
clapping with her. Again the hills called and
answered. Then the pause came, a sudden deep
and mysterious silence, The Lake was now in-
finite* Far, far away, where the hills were packed
together, a faint radiance was gathering, the
coming moon. Real stars began to twinkle.

Out of this dark lovely world a voice spoke to
her: * It is better in a boat/

She knew the voice well; in the last two years
she had thought of it very often* It was the
French boy of Tom Gauntry's.

The lanterns had been lighted and were sway-
ing from the trees. She could see him quite
plainly* He was just the same, only taller, in a
very grand coat and breeches with gold braid.
Under his hat his hair was as black as ever, and
his eyes as black, His mouth was just as im-
pudent She grinned at him, n childish grin*

1 Fetch me a boat then/

What would Sarah think? It would mean
perhaps another beating* She had been ordered
not to go near the boats until they told hen